Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



\ 





t 



• " '' -^ 



\ V 



THE LAWGIVER 



AND 



OTHEK POEMS. 



BY MISS JANE ROSEBOOM. 



" Let Fate do her worst: there are relics of Joy, 
Bright beams of the past, which she cannot destroy, 
And which come In the night-time of sorrow and care, 
To bring bacl( the features that Joy used to wear.*' 



~t J I i -J 



J t 



HILLSDALE, MICH.: 
}*VBi;iSBSD BY THE AUTHOR. 

187a 



- ' -J •> 



J -» < J ■ 



J ' J 



THE NEW YORK 

PUBLIC LIBRARY 

ASTOR, LENOX AMD 
TILDEN FOUNDATIONS. 

R 1901 L. 



Entered acorJing to Act of Congress, in the year 1869, by 

Miss jane roseboom, 

In the office of the Librarian of Congress, at Wasbington, D. C. 



• • 



• • 



•' • 



• • 



9 • 



• • « 

.• • • 



• • • 



« • 



t • » • * 



• •-" * 

• ••• • • 

, • • • • 

"• • • 



LaXSIKO, • MiOHISAH. 



DEDICATION. 



TO THE MEMORY OF 

MY LOVED MOTHEK, 

WHOSE SPIRIT LONG SINCE POUND REST IN THE BETTER LAND, 

AND WHOSE 
TENDER CARE AND STMPATHT ARE STILL CHERISHED IN MT HEART 

WITH ALL THE FULLNESS OF 
THAT MOTHER'S LOVE CHEERING ME ONWARD, 

THIS LITTLE BOOK, 
IS MOST AFFECTIONATELY 



DEDICATED. 



\ 

\ 



CONTENTS. 



PilGK. 

Prelude, 7 

The Lawgiver, . , 9 

The Crucifixion, 40 

The Gehenna op Fire, 46 

Imfartialitt, 50 

Inefficiency of Moon and Sun, .... 65 

The Fashion of this World, 58 

The Two Talents, GO 

The Weeping Mother, 63 

The Sabbath, 65 

On the Death of My Mother, 67 

The Tear-Drop, 70 

Dear Maria, 74 

If Love Alone, 77 

I Would not be With Love, etc., .... 79 

The Sainted Visitant, 82 

Ettie, Inscribed to Mrs. A, T. Woodworth, . 86 

The Third Flower, 88 

The Still Small Voice, 92 

On the Death of a Physician, .... 94 

To My Aunt, 96 

The Deaf Girl's Lament, 99 

On the Death of an Infant, 102 

Where Shall 1 Find Peace? .... 104 



J 



6 Contents, 



Page. 

The Mother's Reply, 105 

Seed-Time, • . 107 

My Valued Fkiend, 109 

My Native State, . 112 

Little Tudie, 115 

A Dream, 117 

The Lonely Sister, 119 

The Young Bride, 121 

The Little Ones, 123 

My Thanks, 125 

Niagara Falls, . . . . . . . .127 

My Old Box, 129 

Farewell, 132 



• 




PKELUDE. 



To THE natural eye, as we contemplate the vast field 
of Literature, we say, "Of books there is no end, yet 
the world is not full." 

Enthusiasm, with its rising progress, will ever com- 
mand its own on the calendar of reason. 

My own little book, filled with sheaves which I have 
gathered from my own garner, owing to the edicts 
of an over-ruling Providence I oflTer to the public. I 
can see no reason for an apology. Hope has laid her 
corner-stone, whilst Faith, like a day-star, has guided 
me onward. 

Besults have their fastening in the dim future, and 
I can only do that which I believe to be right, even 
though I tremble before the mighty. 

How I am to be judged, how I am to be spoken of, 
are matters to which I am truly sensitive; yet I can- 
not, for one moment, feel that there are those among 
you who would cast upon me a dark frown, or criticise 
with an eye too severe for endurance; though yours is 
the right to criticise^ and mine to hear it. 
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Beneath the welkia broad and blue. 

And pare as heaven's unchanging hue^ 

The beams of morn and zephyrs mild 

Caressed the river-floating child. 

Like dew upon the flowers at dawn. 

Or freshest verdure of the lawn, 

So on his brow sat smiling grace. 

And beauty gleamed upon his face. 

By chance the ark upon the tide 

The king's fair daughter soon espied. 

And with a tender, anxious heart. 

To bring it bade her maid depart. 

And soon, impatient of delay. 

They brought the little boat to bay, 

Deep wondering what such casket kept. 

A little child ! Behold ! it wept. 
2 
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The maiden's love the babe embraced. 
And on a mother's bosom placed; 
Nor little thought she of the state 
Existing 'tween the small and great. 

As the deep waters smoothly glide. 

Far from the torrent's angry tide, 

So yields the will to destiny, 

And maid and matron both agree. 

A secret dearer far than gold. 

That mother's joy, was left untold. 

While fondly with her lips she pressed 

The infant folded to her breast. 

Lo! Miriam's watch and wiser skill 

Brought back the boon more lovely still; 

A precious gem for Israel's brow. 

To which both king and priest should bow. 

AVhen all his infant days were done. 
And childhood's years had just begun. 
The princess claimed again the boy: 
The mother yielded up her joy, 
But as a flower transplanted, there 
On richer soil to bloom and bear. 
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With filial love his bright eyes beamed^ 
And wisdom from his visage gleame^ 

They at a proper age did place 
The youth or gf the kingly race, 
At the Egyptian court, where he 
Abode most eminent and free; 
A life of rank and lustre lay 
As 'twere athwart his sunlit way. 
Perchance to him a kingly crown, 
Glistening with glory and renown. 
Should yet descend. 



Hail main of God! 
Upon the fair, broad earth ne'er trod 
, One who could thus a throne forego, 
A true preeminence to show. 
His manhood brought him back to stray, 
As he was wont, upon a day, 
Among his brethren, kindred dear. 
Who knew not of the tie so near. 
But sudden ill did then provoke. 
And on his inmost spirit broke. 
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A harsh Egyptian's cruel hand 

Did smite^ne of the Hebrew band. 

That fiendish act he clearly saw, — 

A brother smitten without law. 

It caused heroic zeal to burn; 

He 'gainst the foe did madly turn; 

Who then, for doing thus, was doomed, 

Soon slew, and in the sand entombed. 

Though hushed those deep and deadly blows, 

Swift an appalling fear arose. 

So madly had he loved his own, 

This princely state was now a loan, 

To be repaid, that with a meek. 

True soul, he Israel's good might seek. 



Nor was he all alone; the ear 
Of Majesty was drawing near. 
He heard the groanings as they came 
From his beloved; and he the same 
Bespect had then as e'er before 
Their fathers he had shown of yore. 
It came to pass that on a day 
The exile with his flocks did stray 
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Far back into the desert space ; ^ 
To man 'twere like a hiding-place. 
Lo ! there a fiery flame upreared ; 
The angel of the Lord appeared, 
And in a form most wondroas came^ 
For it was like a burning flame 
From out the wayside bush, and so 
The Infinite, in wondrous glow 
Vouchsafed, not to intimidate, 
But mingle so most intimate. 
Then Moses turned him to the light. 
That he might more behold the sight, — 
A burning bush, yet unconsumed. 
The Lord, who there in depths illumed, 
Pronounced, in accents loud and clear 
As ever mortal ear could hear, 
A name. That name, how deep it fell 
Upon his ear no tongue can tell. 
With trembling soul did he reply 
To God Jehovah, "Here am I.'' 
So trembling more he feared to look, 
But still with painful tremor shook. 
God spake, in one unaltered sound: 
"The place thou tread* st is holy ground. 
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Tve surely s^en, my ear has heard. 
My Hand Omnipotent is stirred; 
And now I have come down to give 
Deliverance, that they may live 
Beyond the bidding of a host 
Who make of cruelty a boast. 
As high as heaven their groaning' s plain. 
Affliction, suffering, and- pain. 



**Behold thy father's God at hand; 
My oath with Abraham shall stand. 
For those for whom I long have cared 
A home is even now prepared." 
The great commission then he gave 
To lead from Egypt every slave. 
But Moses, filled with modest fear, 
Cried, *^ Who am I ? They will not hear." 
He paused awhile, 'mid fear and dread, 
But soon by miracles was fed. 
The God, the friend of Abraham, 
Plainly declared himself, "I Am;" 
And, by his marv'lous working skill. 
Wrought demonstrations of His will. 
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The wondrous changing of the rod 
Evinced the constancy of God, 

The gen'roas hand that leads by might 

Quells not the soul in darksome nighty 

But in drear hours He'll yet console. 

Will strengthen, pity, and control. 

So Moses by his hand was led. 

As to the Egyptian court he sped ; 

And there besought at Pharaoh's hand 

Permission to the desert land 

To lead tlie Hebrews, there to bring 

Before their God an offering. 

The King replied, ** Should I obey 

His voice, and Israel go away? 

I know Him not, nor will I show 

Assent, nor let the Hebrews go/' 

The ways of God are always wise; 
In soundless depths His goodness lies. 
His knowledge taught a better way 
Than princely skill could e'er essay. 
He prompted well His people's heart, 
And pledged from them He'd not depart; 
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But woald on Egypt lay His hand, 
To prove the living God's command. 
Then Moses strove with Pharaoh long. 
And urged with kindly pleadings strong; 
But he by turns still harder grew, 
After each plague so strange and new. 
Till, overwhelmed in sorrow's night, 
All Egypt cried for Israel's flight. 



"Go, get you forth, ye people all. 
Ye young and old, both great and small; 
And all your flocks and herds away. 
Within these bounds no longer stay. 
But to the desert region go. 
To serve your God as best you know." 
They, with a willing, longing heart. 
Prepared with swiftness to depart. 
Their leader, Moses, they obeyed. 
And from the Egyptian land they strayed. 
Bound through the wilderness they trod 
The way, as spoken of by God. 
The pillar of a cloud by day 
Disclosed through pathless wilds the way; 
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And in the darksome hours of night 
A fiery pillar gave them light. 
Bat when they saw the' host pursue^ 
And nearer^ closer, Pharaoh drew^ 
They deemed it had been best to stay^ 
Proud Egypt's king to serve alway. 
Spake Moses to the multitude^ 
And back their waning courage wooed: 
** Stand still, and fear you not; 1 say, 
Salvation shall be shown to-day; 
For the Egyptians whom ye see, 
With them ye never more shall be. 
So hold your peace ; it shall be true. 
The Lord of Hosts will fight for you.'* 



According to the word of God, 
As verified, he took the rod. 
And with an outstretched arm swayed o'er 
The deep, where angry surges roar. 
The wind blew up, the deep fell back. 
And left a dry and sandy track. 
On which the people hasted through. 
Eager their journey to pursue. 
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On right and left a watery wall; 
Behind^ the pillar veiled them all. 
Still Pharaoh thought to follow too. 
And dared with chariots to pursue 
Down midst the billowy deep profound. 
Where ho and all his hosts were drowned 
And thus it was by judgment shown 
That Israel's God was Lord alone. 



THE SONG OP MOSES. 

My trust is in the living Lord, 
And He my strength shall be; 

Exalt His name, let words of praise- 
Arise, from Israel free. 

The triumph is most glorious. 
Thy foes are overthrown; 

The sea has covered each of them,. 
Whilst light to us is shown. 
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The chariots strongs and hosts so greats 

Are buried in the sea; 
Yea^ too, the lordly ones are lost 

By their audacity. 

Thy oatstretched arm and mighfcy hand 

O'erthrew those who arose; 
Whom with thy blast did'st thou consume,. 

And their injustice close. 

With thine Almighty breath thou mad'st 

The waters stand on heap; 
So stood the floods as if congealed, 

Like walls, the watery deep. 

The enemy with wild delight 

Still said: I will pursue; 
My hand, my sword, shall yet destroy. 

Your flight ye soon shall rue. 

Thou bad'st the wind, the sea return. 
They sank as lead within; 

So fell the host of rebels, fraught 

With h^rsh inhuman sin. 
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But thine own chosen ones of yore. 
On whom Thine eye was set. 

Are safely now on freedom's soil, 
To prove thy goodness yet. 



I 

\ 



It was a proud, a happy day, 
When each broke forth in joyous lay. 
A victory now they all could boast. 
For low were laid the Egyptian host. 
No heart could boast its valor then. 
The Lord of Hosts had fought for men. 
Ere they could reach the promised ground. 
Long, toilsome years must roll their round; 
They journey on from place to place. 
O'er cragged hills, or barren space. 
With two, uniting hand in hand. 
Beloved of God, in friendship's band. 
Who stood as chief 'mid friend or foe, 
Wherever they should stay or go. 
God called them forth. His voice obeyed. 
Anon their weary footsteps stayed. 
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So quick and sensitive the ear, 
That never lists in vain to hear. 
And never fails the truth to know, 
God caught the murmur deep and low, 
That spoke the shameful doubt and fear 
Of those He loved and cherished dear. 
With all His gen'rous hand had done. 
And all the glorious victoiy won. 
They feared to trust Him for their bread,. 
But raised a murm'ring voice instead. 
Oh I frail and erring ones, to chide 
Your only earthly hope and guide 1 
Who lent the cloud to lead by day 
Through all the wilderness the way, 
A fiery pillar all the night 
To lead you through the wilds aright; 
And, when shut up before the sea, 
A pathway through it made for thee I 
Then think you He would fail to feed,. 
Or keep you in the hour of need? 



But Israel sinned, yet were not they 
From gift of mercy cast away. 
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Jehovah stooped with love profound, 
And strewed the manna on the ground. 
With grateful hearts they ate their fill, 
Bat when athirst they murmured still, 
And tempted God, who faithful is. 
O'er the long cherished flock of His. 
Unstable man ! how doubts arise. 
When blessings once escape the eyes. 
Has faith to stay thy soul no power, 
No charm to break the darksome hour? 



But he, the leader of the band. 

Who swayed the host by his command, 

Eelying on the God he knew. 

From Him his inspiration drew, 

And for the millions in his care, 

Would raise a supplicating prayer. 

And so, to him a thirsty spot, 

Where springs and living streams were not, 

Gould but disclose majestic skill. 

And show his sovereign power to will. 

As, when, with rod in hand to knock. 

He smote the hard and rugged rock. 



The Lawgiver. S3 



The smitten rock gave way in part. 
And let the hidden fountain start. 
^ What fancied picture could portray 
The depth of happiness that day? 
No part of dark oblivion's night 
Can quell the soul when led aright. 
No battle group, no fiendish arm, 
Can yield a pretext of alarm. 
When war by Amalek was sent. 
Above to pray the prophet went. 
To take the rod of God in hand, 
And there upon the hill to stand. 
And then, with hand uplifted high. 
He saw the sons of Israel yie 
So vigorously they were not long 
Discomfiting the hostile throng. 



No matter where thy path may be. 
Some blissful buds will bloom for thee; 
Some gentle heart will own thy smile. 
With claims reciprocal the while. 
And was it not a blissful scene 
To find coipm union so serene. 
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In those drear wild^, with dearest ones, — 
His wife^ her sire^ her darling sons 
Whom he had borne upon his knee? 
*Twas joy that angels bent to see. 



They talked of what the Lord had done. 
What glorioas victories He had won, 
Which heartfelt gratitude did wake, 
As this was all for IsraeFs sake. 
Thus Jethro's mind was deeply stirred. 
Who uttered many a kindly word, 
And, as a father to his son. 
Advised what there were better done. 
And Moses heard as Jethro spake. 
And did from many burdens break. 
In union sweet their hearts were one. 
O'er all the many acts thus done. 
Then, called again apart to dwell. 
Each kindly uttered his farewell. 



Then to the people Moses turned. 
Whilst deep enthusiasm burned ; 
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They move, and on to Horeb press, 

To them an unknown wilderness. 

Until at length the sight obtained, 

The mount of Sinai they had gained, — 

That sacred, consecrated height. 

Whereon was known Jehovah's might. 

In sight of all the people near. 

That each might honor, love, and fear 

The blest and holy one of God, 

Who dwelt beneath His smile and nod, 

God called him up the sacred hill, 

To take the record of His will. 

How vast the work for mortal man I 

Of such a host to lead the van. 

Approach to God with reverent awe. 

And take from Him his holy law, — 

Specific precepts plainly given. 

To guide them on and up to heaven; 

To guide them, too, while journeying here. 

And hold them back from evils drear. 

But who the wonderings could tell 

Which even there on Israel fell? 

His glory on the mountain's height 

Was like a flame of dazzling light, 
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His thunder trump the earth did shake. 
Making the stoutest fear and quake. 

The cloudy vestment still abode; 

Full well on Sinai's brow it showed; 

And with the Lord upon its heights 

He tarried forty days and nights. 

The written law, on tablets strong. 

Was given him to teach the throng; 

And all the works and patterns too 

Were even shown him how to do. 

The cherub ark and mercy-seat, 

With measured length and breadth as meet. 

To be constructed all with grace. 

His testimony there to place. 



But ere he left the blissful seat 
Where God he face to face did meet, 
Jehovah said, *^Go! I have known 
Thy kin rebellious; all have shown 
Themselves corrupt and very bold; 
Have served an idol-god of gold. 
Now let alone and stay me not. 
My wrath against them shall wax hot; 
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These I'll cousnme whom thou hast led ; 

r 

A nation make of thee instead/' 

But Moses mercy still besought 

For Israel, whom his love had brought, 

With outstretched arm and mighty hand. 

From the oppressive, bitter land. 

God lent to him an ear that day, 

And from the evil turned awav. 



He then descended, took his stand. 
With the two tables in his hand. 
Which on them bore the written word, 
Inscribed as never ear had heard. 
Done by the hand of God alone. 
Those table-written works of stone. 
But soon, as near the camp he drew. 
The molten idol-god to view, 
His anger rose, one glimpse to take. 
So much that he the tables brake. 
Nor did his righteous ire subside 
Until he'd thrown the god aside. 
He burnt it and to powder ground. 
Till nothing save the dust was found ; 



I 
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That, strewed he on the water's brink. 
And of it made the people drink. 



To Aaron then in grief turned he: 

**What did this people unto thee, 
That thou hast bronglit them so to shame, 
With wrath against them all aflame?" 

"Let not the anger of my lord 
Wax hot," replied he in a word. 

"Thou knowest those thou seest to-day, 
A very wicked people they. 

*Make us a god,^ they urgent said, 

'One unto whom our hearts can wed; 
For, as for Moses, once so bold, 
Him we may never more behold.' 
Whoever hath — thus spake I then — 
A bit of gold, break off; and when 
They did, I in the fire it threw. 
And lo! this molten calf it grew." 
Lord, what is man, that he'd devise, 
And let such vain excuse arise? 
Did not thy strength and wisdom shine. 
Most wondrous, infinite, divine? 
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Those on God's side received the word. 
Swift on them then the sword to gird, 
The foul rebellion quick to quell: 
'Twas done* and there three thousand fell. 
Then to the remnant did he say. 
Now consecrate yourselves to-day." 
Then to Jehovah bent his way. 
To pray as humble suppliants pray, 
Him from his book that God would blot, 
If He could then forgive them not. 
Jehovah said, *^Who sin hath done 
Against me, I'll blot out that one. 
Now, therefore, lead the people through 
To that bright land I've promised you. 
Mine angel shall before you go, 
A pathway through the wilds to show. 
Their sin I'll visit on them still, — 
This is my firm, unchanging will. 
I will requite; a plague shall stay 
Upon the people many a day." 



*' Depart, I say, and go! Command 
Those rescued from the Egyptian land 
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To seek the place I did prepare; 
It flows with milk and honey there. 
My presence still shall with you go. 
And rest unto you I will show." 
But Moses adds with ardent mind. 
Submissive, generous, and kind, 
^^ Unless I share thy pi*esence thence, 
I ask thee, carry us not hence. 
And now, Lord, if in thy sight. 
Who dost in mercy still delight, 
I have found grace Thyself to know. 
To me, I pray, thy glory show.** 
He asked, and lo! God passed before. 
Proclaiming all his goodness o'er. 



What kindness does He ever show. 
Beyond what human creatures know? 
He leaves no vacancies to fill. 
Naught to subvert His glorious will. 
Then spake He, *^Hew two tables more; 
I'll write thereon as writ before. 
That Israel still may know my law. 
And learn to serve with rev' rent awe." 
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And Moses, with obedient hand, 
Snbmissiye to his Lord's command^ 
Prepared the tables all anew; 
The Lord, all-meroif nl and true. 
Rewrote the covenant with care, 
And each of the commandments there. 
Down from the mount went Moses then, 
' To bear to man God's law again; 
While all were awed by power divine, 
Which made the bearer's face to shine. 



As given him upon the mount. 

So he to Israel did recount 

The form as fashioned by each mark. 

The cherubs, furniture, and ark. 

And men, wise-hearted men, were there. 

Their part in labor, each to bear. 

And work in art of grandest mould. 

And overlay with shining gold. 

Until the ark and mercy-seat 

With cherubim were all complete, 

Down to the smallest pattern shown. 

That God the copy true might own. 
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They to the goodly work adhered 
Till they the tabernacle reared. 
Each did his work as it should be; 
As was commanded, "So did he." 

Then earthward from the golden height 
Came radiant beams of glory bright, 
Transcendent with a matchless hue, 
And filled the tabernacle too. 
Jehovah's goodness brooded o'er. 
And blessed them still as oft before. 
The fav'ring cloud that, day by day, 
Should with the tabernacle stay, 
Should be as fire unto the sight 
Of Israel through the hours of night. 
And when he wished them to pursue 
Their onward journey, it updrew. 
And when they saw it ho v' ring close. 
They journeyed not till it arose. 

To Canaan's fair and fertile ground 
Were all the host of Israel bound; 
Unto that free and goodly soil. 
Away from sorrow and turmoil, 
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With him whom God knew faco to face. 
With gifts of glory and of grace, 
To lead theni on, and teach them, too. 
His hallowed ways so kind and true. 
And well he bore the servant's part, 
In pure fidelity of heart. 

But oh! how sad their wanderings were, 
So soon again such murm'rings stir. 
Against Jehovah, Lord of love. 
With all His watch-care from above. 
They did complain, nor would perceive 
The way of justice, and believe. 
So threats of vengeance did resound 
Through fiery indignation round; 
Yet could they no excuse afford. 
For they by miracle and word 
Were fed and cherished day by day. 
To strengthen them upon the way. 
But to their leader did they look. 
And he himself to prayer betook. 

How oft again the people durst. 
With all the written word rehearsed. 
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Complain and chide that they were led 
From Egypt, and on manna fed. 
Alas ! how many thousands fell 
Of Israel's hosts who did rebel. 

And when the messengers were sent 

(To spy the goodly land they went), 

They brought such tidiugs, deep and sore. 

As made all Israel weep the more, 

And wish in Egypt they had died. 

And all the plans of God deride. 

Save Joshua, and Galeb strong. 

Who strove to quell the direful wrong ; 

"Whilst deeply did their feelings burn 

To think injustice should return. 

For, 'tis a goodly land, said they; 

And if you'll not Against God array, 

Then He will still in us delight. 

And those from Canaan's land will fright. 

Then in His wrath, Jehovah spake, 
*^ Herein your wasting-place I'll make. 
The land concerning which I swore, 
Not one full-grown shall reach its shore. 
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Except Jephanneh's faithful son. 
And Joshua^ the son of Nun." 



jWhat were the feelings that arose^ 
To see so many lost of those 
Who^ long upheld^ should most adore 
And reverence the God of yore! 
But still in faith the leader's eye 
Went beaming forward, thus to try. 
According as God gave him grace. 
To fill his sphere in every place, 
The Hebrew host he guided on, 
Till they at length were found upon 
The plains of Moab, near the stream 
Whose swelling billows brightly gleam. 
And dash its waters far and wide 
'Gainst the fair banks of Canaan's side. 
The long, long pilgrimage was o'er; 
They now should plod the waste no morCj 
But enter and possess the place 
Promised so long before, and chase 
With their invincible array 
Each curs'd inhabitant away. 
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Yea^ they were then upon the strand; 
Bat he, who through the desert land 
Had led them on^ could ne'er attain, 
Kor plant his foot upon the plain. 
His one misdoing when in Zin 
Deprived him of his entrance in. 
Yet his integrity so bold 
Was never otherwise than told. 
The self -same pure and vivid will 
That marked his character, was still. 
His forty years' sojourn within 
The wilderness more drear by sin 
Was ended, and he must select 
One who should in his stead direct. 
To Joshua he gave command, 
And upon him he laid his hand: 
A man in whom the Spirit dwelt. 
Who zeal for Israel had felt. 
And now, as fitted well his name, 
The leader of the host became. 



The venerable servant left 
The congregation not bereft 
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Of strength and wisdom. to dispose; 

And kind enconragements arose. 

He'd seen the wonders of the Lord 

Most marvelonsly shown toward 

His people Israel at the sea. 

Their triumph, glorious and free. 

The march he now, in thought, renewed, 

How he the desert path pursued, 

And guided them so many years, 

'Mid all their conflicts and their fears; 

And how that solemn hour he spent 

With Aaron, as appointed, — went 

Upon Mount Hor, where he should die,— 

The scene fled like a torrent by. 

The fall of many, and the hour 

Of justice and delivering power. 

Swept o'er his mind, as mem'ry's eye 

Beyiewed the scenes that had gone by. 



And to the people gathered near, 
So that all Israel could hear. 
He spake, and to their minds conveyed 
Anew the laws to be obeyed: 






S8 The Lawgiver. 



^*It is not a vain thing for you. 
That these commands ye keep and do; 
If thus ye enter to possess 
The goodly land. He then will bless. 

. Full six score years are mine this day. 
And I remember God did say, 

^ Thou shalt not o'er this Jordan go.' 
But Joshua the way shall show; 
So heed with diligence his word. 
And all the precepts ye have heard." 

And as the time had well drawn nigh 

In which he knew that he must die. 

The little while he yet abode. 

His heart poured forth in lofty ode, 

And blessings full of tender care. 

For the twelve tribes of Israel there. 

The latest moment came ; they took 

With sorrowing hearts their last, last look. 

His song had ceased, his prayers were made; 

He turned away and gently bade 

His last farewell to Israel. 

His years and labor no inroad 

Upon his energies yet showed; 
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And with his natural eye nndiin 
He strode away from Jordan's brim, 
And up the mount where he could view 
From Pisgah top the vision new. 
The land of Canaan, and the scene, 
Wide-spread, expansive, and serene, 
With thankfulness his heart did fill. 
His eye surveyed it long, until 
'T was satisfied, then golden rays 
Of glory broke on his full gaze. 
Like angel beckonings from afar. 
With the eternal gates ajar. 
His great Creator thus he spied. 
And bowed his drooping head, and died. 
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THE CRUCIFIXION. 






How hurls thee back, mind and will. 

To that dark age of fiendish skill. 

When man, vile man, with sinful hate. 

Condemned and slew Messiah great. 

I fancy I can see him 'most. 

As when, before the lordly host. 

So mildly meek, so fairly formed. 

So beautiful, yet not adorned. 

He stood before a common bar, 

Methinks the outer gate ajar. 

Accused amid an angry crowd. 

Whose envious voices thundered loud. 

But ah ! no change their wak'nings stirred. 

He list, but answered not a word. 

The sentence came; but what was He, 

That He should bear such enmity? 



The Crucifixion. j^l 



Be chastened^ scourged, and spit npon. 
His head with crown of thorns thereon? 
Those cruel mockings, oh! how sore, 
Such as were never known before. 
Between two thieves be crucified, 
Those hurtful felons madly cried. 
Extreme beyond all other woe. 
But cruelties such would not forego. 

kingly governor and host, 

Why heed'st the bitter language most? 

Own erring self too meekly led. 

So from your lips the wild ire spread. 

1 scarce would thought that one of pride. 
Who did not feel to coincide, 

Gould e'er have yielded to the plan, 
And sentenced thus a spotless man. 
But human art when basely played 
Has for its toy a dark hour made. 
And who with hideous wills condense 
Should share alike the consequence. 

I follow, on my mind's eye gaze 

Far back into that olden maze; 
6 
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And through the vlsta^ calm^ and clear. 
As lies throngh time's remotest year, 
Those awfal truths, beyond control, 
Bush back into my inmost soul. 
That day, that hour, but yet the word 
Warm from his loving heart was heard : 
'^Weep not for me, but for self's own; 
Weep for your children, and bemoan,' ' 
Seemed though 'twere spoken to allay 
The horror of the dreadful day. 
Yet doubtless his foreseeing eye 
Was fixed on the destiniction nigh. 
Affection knows a charm, to bind 
The tendrils of the heart entwined; 
And when diffused with power and skill, 
Will renovate th' unstabled will. 
Such ignominious death to die. 
The heavy cross before Him lie. 
And more than that at first must bear. 
So would with all the suffering share. 
But when too weary, worn, and weak. 
Another was compelled to seek; 
On Simon lay the heavy load. 
To trudge the tedious, tiresome road. 
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When down below, outside the wall, 
Was mixed the vinegar and gall. 
He took, indeed, the bitter cup. 
But would not drink the portion up, — 
Would rather stand alone in fate 
Than use the stilling opiate. 

Among the gathered multitude 

Were many friends his love had wooed. 

Who wept, would bitterly bewail; 

But sympathy could not avail. 

The vicious and the rude, to gain 

The power, could 'chieve the deadly aim ; 

So, at Golgotha's loathsome spot, 

They railed, but still he rallied not, 

And would most viciously propose, 

Kegardless of the wills or woes. 

'Twas there the frightful scene began. 

Among the base, uncomely clan, 

Who were so ready to agree, — 

They nailed him to the cursed tree. 

But hear what zeal did yet remain. 
With all his weight of suffering pain, 
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Should utter ere in silence broke, 
And for the enemy invoke: 
"Father, forgive them^ for they know not 
What they do/* Would fain have all forgot, 
So willing and so kind was He, 
Still loved with all His energy. 
Fast weakening down, the spark expired; 
He then from mortal toil retired. 



How strangely sad to have appear. 
And every soul be struck with fear, 
Who had so little while before 
Felt man-like, or as conquerors more. 
But He, the ruling One on high. 
Bespoke, and clouds betook the sky. 
The golden sun at once was veiled; 
With anger stirred, His wrath assailed 
And shook and quaked with fearful might 
The earth and rugged rocks aright. 
And, too, the temple veil in twain 
Was rent by this convulsive strain. 
Absorbing, oh! where were the men 
Who rallied so revengeful then? 
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As shrubs withoat a leaf of green. 
Left stalky, barren, or unclean, 
They, one by one, abased and low. 
Had felt the terror-striking blow. 
They saw disclosed the sainted dead. 
The shaken earth, the chasms spread; 
The clouds obstructed from their sight 
The golden rays of morning light; 
Resistless, torpid, faint with fear. 
Were conscience-smitten, — ^hope was drear, 
For He, the ruling One on high. 
Had brought the wreck of ruin nigh. 
To testify Christ, King of host, 
And prove him to the uttermost. 
And well the Centurion meekly said. 
When looking on the cold and dead. 
In mid air, with a trembling nod, 
"This truly was the Son of God." 









THE GEHENNA OF FIRE. 



The Gehenna of Fire refers to the dreadful punish* 
ment of being burnt alive in the valley of Ben Hinnom, 
a valley on the south-east of Jerusalem, in whicb the 
idolatrous Jews sacrificed their children by fire to Moloch, 
Baa], and the sun. In one spot, called Tophet, was a 
fj*eHstone in which idolaters and other culprits were 
occasionally burnt. In it Josiah ordered all the ofiU, 
bones, carcasses of dogs, and animals, and other filth, to 
be consumed, and to prevent the evil that might result 
from putrefaction and worms, the fire was never allowed 
to go out, but was kept incessantly burning, and thus 
it was a very fit and striking emblem of the everlasting 
fire of hell. 



Oh! that sad and moamfnl valley, 
Darkness hovered o'er the glen; 

Though the light of fire blazing, 
And the Orient beams were, then 

Spreading wide their brilliant vestment^ 
Shadowing with a golden hue, 
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Lending rays of lusty clearness. 

Lovely as the crystal dew. 
But there, 'midst the glow of nature. 

Earth's fair hills and valleys clad 
Bush and shrub, their beauty bearing. 

As to make the creature glad. 
Cruel depths of heathen darkness 

Coiled the consciousness of soul; 
Wrought a shade of deepest horror. 

Ere on memory could enroll. 
Yes, those wild, deluded people. 

Stringent in their courses run. 
Sacrificed their offerings to 

Moloch, Baal, and the sun. 
Idol gods, as gods to worship, 

Worse than nothingness below. 
Earth seemed made a solemn gateway 

To the one to which we go. 
Minds to bear the hideous torture. 

Flesh and bones to ashes bum. 
Who could think, in human likeness. 

Aught but would such sorrow spurn? 
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Mothers lay their infant children 

On those heated arms to fry; 
Nursling infants, goodly offsprings 

Bom for such a death to die ! 
Fathers with sarcastic courage. 

Act the strange and vile device, 
Heaping up abominations, 

Give their sons a sacrifice. 



< 



Oh! that sad, that mournful valley, 

Where the dark of minds were led. 
With a stony heart of hardness, 

Bankle round the suffering dead. 
Wasting, ever wasting carcass. 

Human and inhuman both. 
Burning constant, ever burning, 

Not such fumes of fire they loathe. 
Could beneath the vault of heaven 

Ever such an emblem been. 
As the fire of hell eternal. 

Built among the sons of men? 
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Thus it seems: but God of justice 

Thundered with majestic sway, 
Clalled no more the valley Hinnom, 

Turned the miniature away. 
«God of earth, and God of nations, 

Wrecked and spoiled the wild delight,- 
Showed himself the Maker, Bnler, 

In this world of day and night. 




IMPARTIALITY: 

MEANS OF ACCEPTANCE. 



" Of a trdth, I perceive that God is no respecter of 
persons. But in every nation, he that feareth Him and 
worketh righteousness is accepted with Him.^'—BiBLE. 



Oh, maek ye well, benighted ones who dwell on 

India's plain, 
Or 'long the glistening waters deep, beside the bil- 
lowy main; 
No matter where, or how thou art, or what thy 

native clime. 
Our Maker loves His own hand -work of every 
name and time. 

To. yon the truth, the sacred truth 

Of pardoning grace is given; 
And all who worketh righteousness 
Will He accept in heaven. 
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Ye sovereign princes, common loidSy of kingly pomp 

and pride. 
Luxurious in your homes of wealth, and in your 

glory ride; 
But not to your superior love was e'er transferred 

to be 
A hallowed dawn, a holy day, an immortality. 
But 'tis a truth, a blissful truth, 
That pardoning grace is given; 
And such as worketh righteousness 
Will He accept in heaven. 



All ye who roam on Afric's sands, or crowd Pa- 
cific's coast. 
Ye dwellers o'er the utmost sea, and all Japan can 

boast. 
For He, the builder of the world, is an impartial 

God; 
His matchless eye scans every place that ever man 
has trod. 

It is a truth, a gospel truth, 

That sovereign grace is given; 
And such as worketh righteousness 
Will He accept in heaven. 
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Oh I spura you uot^ ye fairest ones^ the black man 

and the red^ 
Who share alike in summer sun, and by His hand 

are fed; 
They of the gospel truth partake, and in the gos- 
pel share, 
And others bless by blessings given to humble, 
fervent prayer. 

For 'tis a truth, a sacred truth. 

That pardoning grace is given; 
And those who worketh righteousness 
Will He accept in heaven. 

The wise, the rich in wealth or fame, the un- 
learned and the poor. 
The halt, the maimed, the deaf or blind, are all 

alike secure. 
If, from the heart the mind's engaged, and, fear- 
fully relies. 
The weakest prayer is ne'er forgot, nor lost in any 
wise. 

Oh, for the truth, the hallowed truth, ; 

That sovereign grace is given; 
And such as worketh righteousness 
Will He accept in heaven. 
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Whji then^ in this eulightenod land^ this garden- 
spot of earthy 
Are there so many who neglect the work of count- 
less worth? 
The ideal fills the world below that lights the one 

above, 
And myriad minions stamp the sonl in characters 
of love. 

Let not the false, deceitful foe 

Absorb the grace that's given; 
Bat work the works of righteousness 
And dwell with Him in heaven. 

Oh vain excuse ! for vain 'twill be, when He f rom- 

earth we call. 
If we are unprepared to go to meet the Judge of 

all. 
Far from the great arch'd throne on high, He* 

sways o'er land and sea; 
Salvation, too, to every soul He kindly offers free 
'^ Christ is the stone, the well-tried stone. 
And a foundation sure; 
And every soul that builds thereon 
Will ever stand secure." 
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Now let us thinky and thankf al be for this so rich 
a day, 

In which our happy lots are cast, and all com- 
mands obey. 

Live holy, wisely, truly well, that we, like Abra- 
ham, 

When called, as spotless may appear before the 
great ''I AM/* 

Oh, bless' d the way, the living way. 
The privileged way that's given, 

That all, by works of righteousness, 
May find a home in heaven. 
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INEFFICIENCY OF THE MOON 

AND SUN, 

IK COMPARISON WITH THE GLOW OF HIS MAJESTIC 

GREATNESS. 



^^Then the moon shall be oonfoanded, and the sun 
ashamed, when the Lord of hosts shall reign In Mount 
Zion, and in Jerusalem, and before His ancients glo- 
riously.^'— Bible. 



How shall appear, abashed, San, 

With all thy sparkling ray, 

If then thou seem'st as even now, 

When Hhwart the threshold lay. 

Long hast thou reigned, thou glitt'ring orb. 

And lit from pole to pole 

This starry sphere, from year to year, 

Sound as the planets roll. 

Stillj when the Lord of Light shall reign, 
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What were thy light, Sun? 

Thy radiant beams as cloaded o'er^ 

Thy brilliancy outdone. 

So shalt thou seem, as Hwere, ashamed,. 

For then so much the less, 

Though here exalted king of day, 

Thou' It be as nothingness. 



Thou beauteous Moon, that dwells sa high 

Above the earth and air. 

And breaks the darksome shades of night 

With thine own silvery glare. 

Unconscious as thou seem'st to be, 

What were thy worth, Moon? 

Ten thousand times ten thousand more,. 

Still numberless thy boon. 

Yet what art thou, delightful Moon, 

With all thy gentle glow. 

And all thy light and loveliness. 

That fills the world below? 

For when appears the Lord of hosts^ 

So matchless in His might, 

Thou' It be as one confounded with 

His store of golden light. 



^ \. . 



/ 



Inefficiency of the Moon anA Sun, 67 



True Zion's king shall reign within; 
Jerusalem shall see^ 
When once before His ancients, He 
Shall reign most gloriously. 
'Twill be a one triumphant spell, 
No chance nor change can break, 
N"o angry wind, no cloud, can rise, 
Or scene of sorrow wake; 
For He, whose being is all light, 
All glory to abound, 
Will dwell among His chosen ones 
With happiness profound. 
He'll let unveiled His glory then, 
That every eye may see; 
And every ransomed soul will share 
The one eternity. 
8 



THE FASHION OF THIS WORLD. 



B'OR the fashion of this world passetta away." — Bible. 

Thougk the form of this world pass away, 

And the garb that adorns us shall fade, 

et metbinks a still whisper spealca kindly: "My 

love, 
bou slialt reat in a happier home above, 
liere the cloads are changeless and the sun is 

bright." 
Farewell, eartli, for that radiant light. 

Though each orb has its mantle of ray. 

So beautifully glowing and bright, 

et methiuks there's a world that's more lovely 

and fit, 
"here the loved ones, the ransomed, in ecstasy sit, 
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Where the air is fragrant and the sweet notes 
chime. 
Farewell, earth, lor that radiant clime. 



Though the musings of this life shall subside, 
And the gems that adorn it shall fall, 
Yet methinks we are bidden, are welcomed, my loye, 
To those happier courts in heaven above, 
Where the streamlets flow in their silvery light. 
Farewell, earth, for that radiant height. 



Though the parting of earth we may greet. 
And may welcome the last sounding bell. 
Yet methinks there's a thought that will steal o'er 

thy breast: 
''How unworthy am I of that peaceful rest. 
Where each breeze is freshened by the hand that's 
fair." 
Farewell, earth, — may I meet Him there. 



THE TWO TALENTS. 



One talent small^ 

And is this all^ 
That's barely given me, 

To sate the brain 

In loss or gain, 
Where should be two or three? 

My cross I bear 

Of toil and care, 
A burden though it be; 

One cheerless song. 

The full hour long. 
Is ever sung by me. 



I stop to choose. 
And then I lose 
Myself in wild disguise, — 
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I fear the ill, 
I feel the chill, 
And thus my conscience lies! 

My soul demands 
My heart and hands, 

Whatever be my lot, — 
' One talent small. 
If this be all, 

So I can bury not. 

My feelings burn, 
My soul I spurn, — 

Such claim a talent one; 
This pride of life, 
With all its strife, 

'T were better I had none. 

Swift in a rage. 
With soul engage 

I would, — but turned to woo. 
When to my right, 
Just then in sight, 

Was plainly pictured two. 



The Two Talents. 

A yoicelesB dove. 
As from above, 

DiscIoBed this peerless ray; 
Myself I sav, 
As without law. 

Was grov'ling in the clay. 

My taleut two 
I saw it new; 

My soul give I to thee; 
And now I own 
That Then alone 

Art sovereign Lord of me I 



THE WEEPING MOTHER. 



Why weep you, mother, o'er the departed dead? 
Why linger round the sleeping bed? 
Hath not the spirit that once mingled sweet 
Fled from thy presence with anthems to greet 
The highlands of heaven and angels, to bear 
The record of thy daughter there? 
Why, why weep you here? 



Why send you longings for that much loved one? 
Know you not that her work is done? 
This lower world hath she not left, to share 
Heaven's starry richness with the godly there? 
Do there not myriads on the threshold stand, 
To welcome to the promised land? 
Why, why weep you here? 
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Why are you thus with deep sorrow oppressed? 
Know you not she's gone to rest? 
Hath she not parted with this trifling mirth. 
And welcomed the return of Mother Earth? 
And hath she not heard, too, with joyous taste. 
Come, daughter, from the dreary waste? 
Why, why weep you here? 

Why should you be in sore anguish distressed? 
Know you not she's with the blest? 
There hath she not joined the angelic throng. 
With swelling notes of an undying song? 
And does she not long to embrace thee there. 
And all the realms of heaven share? 
Weep, weep ye no more. 



THE SABBATH. 



How FAIR and beauteous is the day, 
When toils and cares are thrown away, 
To sit and muse on things divine; 
His works of goodness, oh! how kind. 

To ponder o'er the gift of grace, 
The glow that lights His smiling face. 
And trust His love and promise too; 
His gift of mercy, oh I how true. 

Fain would I count His wonders o'er, 
And work and worship Him the more. 
And of His truth and wisdom gain ; 
His loving kindness, oh 1 how plain. 



It's stamped on every bush and tree. 
On every leaf that swings so free; 



5ii every tiny blade of graas 

EliB tender beams of lore are cast. 

Dhe little flowers that bloom bo gay 
3i8 uDboagbt loveliaess display; 
^nd every pearly gem, bo dear, 
Portrays his kiudnesB, oh 1 how clear. 

rhe breeze, the atmospheric «r, 
Chat fans so freely everywhere, 
f understood does plainly tell 
3is loving kiudnesB, oh ! how well. 

iai tongue, the inBtrnment of speech, 
!s much too seldom known to speak 
To praiBe in either word or song, 
itill, in HiB kindnees, oh \ how strong. 



WRITTEN ON THE DEATH OF MY 

MOTHER. 



I CANNOT see dear mother now, 

For mother she is dead. 
Her words in solemn accents fell, 

When, on her dying bed, 
I heard her utter words of love, 

With cold and feeble lip, — 
Her sunken eye and marble brow 

With sympathy were lit. 



She scarcely seemed like mother then, 
And yet I knew Hwas her. 

And oft in thinking of that hour 
Does grief my memory stir. 



68 Written on the Death of My Mother. 

When there I stood beside her cotich, 

A feeble miostrel, I 
So solemnly an impress told. 

That mother dear would die. 



How could it be? It seemed so hard 

I knew no words to eay. 
I wondered why the living God 

Should take her sonl away. 
Still well I knew the angel Death 

Would come at His command; 
He came, and took my mother dear 

Up to Immanuel's laud. 



Her dying breaths were short and few; 

I counted every one. 
And soOQ I knew the trying fact, 

That mother's work was donej 
Her soul, unfettered and unbarred, 

Was lost to human view; 
There, where tlie weary cease from toil. 

Has gone my mother, too. 
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Then, could I wish her back again? 

Ohl yes, I did, 'tis true. 
But now I only ask my God 

To know His will to do; 
To feel that He who rules the world, 

From east to distant west. 
Will throw his matchless arm around, 

And whisper, "All's for the best.'' 
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THE TEAR-DROP. 



"In trouble and in grief, O God, 
Thy smile hath cheered my way; 
And joy hath budded from each thorn 
That round my footsteps lay. 

" The hours of pain have yielded good, 
Which prosperous days refused; 
As herbs, tl^ough scentless when entire, 
Spread fragrance when they're bruised." 



Liquid drops of crystal brightness, 
Out the windows of the soul, 

Now and then are seen to gather 
Newly from the fountain's goal. 



"Were it harsh and cruel accents, 
Lisped by some inhuman tongue? 

Breathed the burden of some horror, 
"Wildly with confusion flung? 
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Be it tkus^ oh! foolish nature; 

Stoop to fiendish ills that sway; 
Know you not where is another. 

Faultless Harbinger of day, 

Marks the wreck of weary pilgrims 
Wand' ring through a vale like this; 

Oives to heart His Spirit holy, 
In this world of worldliness? 

Ne'er distrust the hand of Greatness, — 
Goodness 'tends thee all the while, 

Fresh from out the fount of Freedom, 
Where no kindred hearts beguile. 

Every ,tie on earth be severed, 
Every seeming friend expel; 

Still Jehovah reigns eternal, 
And He doeth all things well. 

Mourn thou not, thou blighted spirit, 
Though thy state be sad and low; 

Thou wilt, ere long, dawn immortal. 
Where life's cares can never go. 
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Ever languid, cheerless creature, 

Mock not at His high decree ; 
Worship at His shrine, adore Him, 

And His home thy home shall be. 

Liquid drops of crystal brightness 
Shut out part the light of day ; 

Yet thy vision gleams with wonder, 
And thy heart hath words to say. 

Oft appears the little tear-drop, 

Oozing from its tiny cell; 
Careless in its downward flowing. 

But some hidden stories tell. 

It may be of joy or sorrow. 
Each time differing in their sphere; 

Yet there's that of moment, note ye, 
When is gushed the flowing tear. 

'Tis by means that we are moulded. 
Changed according to His will; 

Sovereign speaks, but silent only. 
Though some means are sharp and shrill. 
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Check not, then, the little tear-drop, — 

Good, perhaps, that it were there ; 
Else thy seeing eye might wonder. 
And thy soul be waste and bare. 

Better, far thy mind^s eye gather 
Little gems to deck thy brow 

In the paradise of glory, 
Where no beauties fade as now, 

Than be fed with joyous phantoms. 
Pleasing as the summer light. 

Fading as the leaves of autumn 
Frosted by the wintry blight. 

Aid me by thy spirit holy, 

Strengthen whilst on life's highway; 
Ever guide me by thy counsel. 

Faultless Harbinger of day. 

Then, when weary days are ended. 
All and every care gone by, 

Every tear that shall have gathered 
Thou wilt wipe from son'ow's eye. 
10 
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DEAR MARIA, 



Dedicated to Miss Maria BRONSONf—second daugh- 
ter of Rev. Dr. Bronson,— while on her way to Assam, 
India. 



We would not hold you back, dear girl. 

Go where your duty lies; 
Your hope is not for worldly gain, 

But bliss beyond the skies. 

Go! labor where the loved one wrought. 

In Assam^s far off land; 
Cheered by her cherished memory, 

Amid that stricken band. 

Though many bitter ills assail, 
Still may your prayers ascend, 

And may you trust with constancy 
Your Father and your friend. 
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An earthly father, too, you have, 

A counselor and guide. 
Who soothes an orphan, called to be 

A helper by his side. 

Your bark is now upon the sea, 
And tossed from wave to wave ! 

We ask protection from the Hand 
Whose power alone can save. 

Beyond we see an humble cot, 

A home in heathen land. 
Where many, many thousand now 

In Pagan darkness stand. 

There gol there labor, teach, and guide 
The wayward and the blind, 

In paths of peace, to our beloved. 
The friend of humankind. 

Should years of weary toil be yours, 
Where care its shadow flings, 

The Son of Bighteousness shall rise 
With healing on His wings. 



76 Dear Maria. 



What peace the Gospel promise bears 
An aching heart to stay, 

When sorrows drear beset your path 
In distant lands away! 

Most blest will be your joyous lot. 
When graves give up their dead; 

Your brow bedecked with many stars^ 
For those to Jesus led. 



Then gladly can you labor on, 
Sure of immortal bliss 

That shall repay all sorrow borne 
In such a world as this. 



I 
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IF LOVE ALONE. 



^^ Alas for Love, if this be all, 
And naught beyond, O Earth!" 



If love on every feature dwell, 

In all that lisping tongue could tell, 

Our every pearl or glittering gem 

Seem as a royal diadem, 

It would not reach within the veil, 

But perish on a single gale. 

If love for self and love for man 
"Were wrought in one protracted span, 
With every tint of azure hue 
That's hid in Time's remotest blue. 
It would not bound on heavenly height, 
But sink in everlasting night. 



I 
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If love, that love-wrought kindled tie, 
So prevalent beneath the sky, 
Was wreathed in garlands rich and fair. 
Perfumed on every breath of air, 
It could not reach the sunny side, 
In immortality to hide. 



If love and friendship wove a name 

That could secure a triple flame, 

And to its shrine whole nations bow 

In joyous triumph, even now 

Such fumes could never reach the Throne, 

But perish in the world alone. 



If love alone, or love confined 

To this contracted space combined. 

And gatherings from all seas and land. 

Comprise a massive loving band, 

'T would then be sad, how sad the bliss, 

If naught beyond a world like this. 



< 
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I WOULD NOT BE WITH LOVE 

NOT FOUND. 



"Though I speak with the tongues of men and an- 
gels, and have not love, I am but sounding brass and 
tinkling cymbal. 

*'And though I have the gift of prophecy, and under- 
stand all mysteries and all knowledge, and though I 
have aU faith so that I could remove mountains, and 
have not love, I am nothing,"— Bible. 



Ip I could speak with graceful tongue, 
Had all the ills of nature flang, 
Had all that mortals here can share 
Of choicest treasures, rich and rare. 
And to my eye so fitly changed. 
Not one small title disarranged. 
Still, without love, I should be found. 
Like tinkling brass, an empty sound. 
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If I by wisdom could discern 

The many lessons yet to learn> 

And pen them down for great and small^ 

Heroic mistress of them all^ 

And from these draughts erect a name 

Unequaled on the mount of fame. 

Still, without love, I should be found. 

Like tinkling brass, an empty sound. 



Could I by selfish words control 
The very substance of the soul. 
Or with gigantic skill possessed 
The noblest eloquence and best, 
And bore it with a princely tread 
O'er common nature, quiet bred. 
Still, without love, I should be found, 
Like tinkling brass, an empty sound. 



Were all my life clear as the sun, 
My every act in candor done. 
Should clothe the poor, the hungry feed. 
And do all else to those in need 
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That would secure and animate 
True knowledge, yirtue most elate, 
Still, without love, I should be found. 
Like tinkling brass, an empty sound. 



If I had faith, such faith to prove. 
As could the great, huge mountains move. 
Or scan all mysteries new and old. 
As common millions ne'er unrolled. 
And Hope, the friend of Faith, should stay 
With double prop 'long life's highway, 
Still, without love, I should be found, 
-Like tinkling brass, an empty sound. 




THE SAINTED VISITANT. 



While in the shade of twilight dim, 

When the sun had gone to rest, 
A whisper from a sainted one, 

Prom out the realms celest', 
Was pierced into my silent ear. 

And in the secret soul. 
The fullness which can't realize 

Until I reach the goal. 

While in the shade of twilight dim. 

When the gentle whisper came, 
A form seemed bending over me 

As she lisped each pensive strain. 
I knew it was my mother dear, 

Who'd come again to earth, .. 
With a pure and holy aspect brSght, 

A clear and stainless worth. 



> 
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The Sainted Visitant. ^ 8S 



In hand she held a golden staffs 

A life-crown on her brow. 
And the splendor of her glowing face 

Is with me even now. 
I list to catch each accent as 

It fell from love's own light; 
For seraph whisperings they were, 

The whispering of delight. 



'T was sweet to learn her exit to 

That better land afar 
Was so elate with radiance, 

She left the gate ajar. 
It was with seraph, sacred notes, 

And glittering, golden plume. 
They bore her angel spirit there. 

Up through the azure dome. 



Their lays were so ecstatic that. 
With plumes which shone so bright. 

She knew that they were bearing her 
To starry realms of light; 
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Amid ethereal pleasures fair^ 
That crown the saints above, 

There soon she saw her Father's face. 
And dwelt with Him in love. 



"Where glories of the heavenly world 

Do so caress the ear, 
And love, life-giving orison, 

Heard never-ending year. 
That sweetest, purest, loveliest lays 

Here 'neath the heavens sung 
Are but as transient wild-flowers found 

Beside the vernal sprung. 



I asked; could I accompany her 

To that celestial sphere? 
But with a mother's tender love 
. She wiped away my tear, 
And kindly urged me stay awhile. 

To fill my task of love ; 
'T were those she said who dwelt in court. 

And filled the aisle above. 



The Sainted Visitant. 
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Th' entreaties of that sainted one 

From out the world of light 
To me were quite sufficient with 

The star of faith in sight; 
For by its light, with steady tread, 

Shall one day reach the goal 
Where the glories of that better land 

Will light the secret soul. 



/ 



While in the shade of twilight dim. 

In trembling awe I woke; 
For th' angel, sainted visitant, 

A tender farewell spoke. 
Then through the fragrant-scented air. 

And with a golden plume, 
She slowly, calmly, took her flight 

Up through the azure dome. 






ETTIE-1860-1876. 



Inscribed to Mrs. A. T, Woodworth. 

lu the watch of the mornings the dawn of the 

day, 
We saw our beloved was passing away; 
And sadly we sighed at each deep-laden breath. 
Until she was wrapped in the mantle of death. 



But oh ! as her spirit, unfettered, took flight. 
It soared to the regions far out of our sight. 
To its heavenly goal, — ^where by faith we descry 
Her glorified soul in the mansions on high. 



The valley so dark, by the lamp of Christ's love 
Is illumed for the ransomed till gathered above; 
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Ineffable splendors enlighten the soul^ 
Unceasing while years of eternity roll. 
**A place," — ^what a promise, — '^I go to prepare;" 
'Tis the comforting Christ saying **ye may be 

there, 
In His presence where I am,'* the land of delight, 
With rainbows of glory unfadingly bright. 



Then peace be her portion; with Jesus most blest, \ 

She has reached the fair clime of her heavenly rest ; 
That home which she once but by faith could be- 
hold. 
Now gladdens her sight with its glories untold. 



Yet we mourn; our frail natures still cling to her 

dust; 
Be Christ our reliance, in confident trust. 
That when the unchangeable future we try. 
We shall meet her again, in ''The Sweet By and 

By." 



» V 



THE THIRD FLOWER. 



We'll bless the day, if thus it be^ 

Again on life's fair flower 
That beam of fond affection shines^ 

To cheer this lonely hour. 

We hope 'tis well; may every glow 

Of bliss around you smile; 
That everything on earth be sweet, 

And naught that sweetness guile. 

Fair flower, he caught in early doom> 

To know a mother's care; 
Pair flower, endowed with timely gifts. 

To spend in fragrance there. 

A pleasant home, a friendly hand, 
A kind and willing heart. 
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Feed on the manna of His word, 
Till death alone can part. 

Tend carefully that husband dear. 

To solace every pain ; 
His fleshly frame is frail indeed. 

He may not long remain. 



Yet cannot know the will of Him 
Whose loving acts demand, 

But Jiumbly trust He'll hold him in 
The hollow of His hand. 

Preserve him still till other days, 

Till other years be done, 
Before his heroic spirit's called 

Beyond the setting sun. 

Be good unto that precious boy. 

Your husband's fondest care; 

Teach him, in accents soft and meek. 

To heed a father's prayer. 
12 
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The Third Flower. 



Teach him to know a mother's pride, 
Teach him against whose breast 

His ijifant head bent droopingly, 
His eyelids closed to rest. 

Sweet babe, to know no more the smile 

That lit her starry eye, 
But from that love-lit home was borne, 

To mansions in the sky. 



So strange, when bliss and pleasantness, 

Bestowed on all about. 
The wave of death dashed to and fro. 

To eke her being out. 



That lovely flower, that being fair, 
Surrendered to the doom. 

But died to live and bloom again. 
Away beyond the tomb. 



Mourn not, the ways of God are just; 
He hears with earnest care; 



\ 



The Third Flower. ^ 91 



He by His providence and love 
Has placed another there. 

Then heed, fair flower, such place betook, 

And every duty tend; 
Tend kindly, truly to the word. 

Till life itself shall end. 
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THE STILL SMALL VOICE. 



In vain the whistling wind may pierce. 
And force its current wild and fierce, 
And rend the branches of the oak, 
Terrific in their winding stroke; 
'Twill ne'er disturb my meek allay, 
Nor waft my solitude away. 

Yet to me one sound is dear; 

' T is the still small voice I hear. 



Though hard may beat the falling rain. 
And dash against the window-pane. 
And from the wood-trough eaves may pour^ 
The deluge as of cataracts' roar; 
'Twill never break my tranquil rest, 
Nor 'rouse my tenement at best. 

Yet to me one sound is dear; 

'Tis the still small voice I hear.. 
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The splendor of the infant tongue. 
When joyously their notes have sung; 
More precious still the Yoice of glee 
When prancing round the mother's knee. 
In life's green spring, these notes would 'thrall, 
Kow own I miss them more than all. 
Yet of all on earth most dear, 
'Tis the still small voice I hear. 




\ . 



WRITTEN ON THE DEATH OF A 

PHYSICIAN. 



/ 



I CAKKOT see how that dear friend can be dead. 
Who watched o'er so carefully the sufferer's bed. 
But we know he has gone, for the high One has 

spoken ; 
"We ne'er can recall him, — the bowl it is broken. 



I know that our God, who in wisdom is just, 
And He in whom all here can safely put trust. 
Has spoken, has called him from life's busy throng, 
To a heaven where purity rests not with wrong. 



He has gone, he has tasted realities now. 
The death-pallor's fixed on his beautiful brow; 
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He has passed through the valley, the shadow that 

lies 
Between this cold earth and that home in the 

skies. 

We can think of him now in that heaven of rest, 
Where the sad can look up and the weary are blest. 
Where the radiant beams from the bright star are 

shed, 
And the numbers there gathered have silently fled. 

It does seem so strange to think he is there. 
Away with those millions, away from this care; 
We feel we have missed him, will miss him still 

more, 
For his days now are ended, his labors are o'er. 

I ask who'll not grieve for that friend who has 

fled. 
Who watched o'er so tenderly the suiSferer's bed? 
But alas! he has gone, for the high One has 

spoken ; 
We ne'er can recall him, — the bowl it is broken. 



TO MY AUNT, 



IN COMPLIANCE WITH HER BEQUEST. 



I KNOW of nothing better, Aunt, 

To speak to you in love. 
Than tell you of that better land, 

That better land above. 
You know full well the blooming rose 

That buds beneath the sun. 
The many, many cares that screen 

Whilst we this joi;rney run; 
Screen from those rays of glory bright,- 

Those heavenly rays I mean, — 
Those tinted hues of blissfulness. 

Where Christ and love are seen. 



I need not wish to slide the veil 
That curtains it from me. 

And catch a perfect glimpse of love. 
To tell it all to thee. 
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Tell of that purer land of light, 

That land of heavenly love, 
The rivulets and the diadems, 

Thafc cluster far above. 
The happy home, the peaceful shore, 

The shore of quiet bliss. 
The blissful rest for weary ones, 

Superior to this. 

The little spark that glimmers near, 

Bears a delightful hue. 
Bears pilgrims to their lasting home, 

Their everlasting view. 
It will suffice, it need not be 

More brilliant here below, 
To lead you through the trackless wilds, 

And purer mercies show. 
Shows how the all-alluring One 

Invites the gentle gale, — 
Invites you to that better land. 

The land within the veil. 

Tm sure you'd love that land. Aunt, 
There lovers never fail; 
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There passports are already sealed 

Within the happy veil. 
There unknown pleasures never cease. 

There joys transparent flow, 
Flow in one living, boundless stream. 

There ever, ever glow. 
Prepare thy heart, take rest awhile. 

He'll loudly call for thee; 
When in the startling, echoing sound. 

Let peace thy calling be. 

These lines are written by a friend,— 

A social friend indeed, — 
A friend whose every act may prove 

To be a friend in need. 
I love to write with feelings calm, 

With feelings kind and pure; 
It binds within the feeble frame. 

Such as may long endure. 
Binds love, unwreathed with giddy mirth. 

Substantial and sincere; 
And makes the form seem eloquent, 

As we commingle here. 






THE DEAF GIRL'S LAMENT- 



A BEAUTIFUL and lovely tree 

Beside the window grew; 
I see its leafy branches swing, 

As something tall and new, 
But know there is a something more> 

I have not quite forgot: 
There is a sound among the leaves, 

But oh! I hear it not. 



The little birds upon the wing, 

I see them 'light around; 
Can only watch them as they fly. 

Or perch upon the ground. 
But know there is a something more, 

I have not quite forgot: 
They sweetly sing their little song. 

But oh ! I hear it not. 
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The groves still have theur pleasant shades. 

And I'd delight to bo 
One of the thousand ones who roam 

In sweet tranquility. 
But know there is that something more, 

I have not quite forgot: 
The whistling of a joyous song, — 

But oh I could hear it not. 



I see the dearest friends unite. 

And eye bespeaks to eye; 
And by the move of ruby lips. 

They all to each reply. 
But know there is a something more, 

I have not quite forgot : 
A voice like music fills the room. 

But oh ! I hear it not. 

I see the little ones at play. 
And think they're happy too; 

I watch them in their childish sport. 
With beating heart and true. 

But still there is that something more, 
I have not quite forgot: 
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The ringing of their merry laugh, 
Bat oh! I hear it nofc. 



There is a good, a beautiful, 

For every heart a home; 
Life borders on elysium, though 

I'm wearied and alone. 
I know too well there* s something here. 

It is not all forgot: 
A something of elysian fair, 

But oh! I heed it not. 




WRITTEN ON THE DEATH OF AN 
INFANT. 



Thou art gone, thou art gone, gentle babe, 
Whom BO fondly thy motber embraced, 

Way from those smiles bo oft mingled with tears, 
Where all seasons of sorrow's erased. 

?hou art gone, thou art gone, gentle babe, 
To that land where the sun ne'er shall set; 

There the dayspring has cast her full lustre of light, 
And its beauty thou wilt ne'er forget. 

^hon art gone, thou art gone, gentle babe ! 

Kind angels are tending thee now; 
^here hallow'd thy rest on His bosom most blessed, 

And thine like the seraphim's brow. 
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Thou art gone, thou art gone, gentle babe ! 

Can bid but a silent farewell; 
But the promise of God to His chosen is, that 

Of His, none shall ever expel. 



Thou art gone, thou art gone, gentle babe ! 

But know, sure, I shall meet you again; 
For the love that is buried lies anchored in trust, 

A jewel of love to regain. 



Thou art gone, thou art gone, gentle babe ! 

Oh! how shall I ever express? 
For the fountain that's stirred with the weakness 

of words 
Few feelings of thought can egress. "- ..• 



Oh! sad heart, oh! sad heart, why repine? 

I would that thou could' st realize 
And feel this affliction, this chastening, is but 

A blessing of love in disguise. 



\ 



* > 

• 



1 



WHERE SHALL I FIND PEACE? 



Ik the home I loved so well, 
In the cottage in the dell, 

'Long the streamlets pure and bright,. 

Cheerful as the summer's light? 
There, is it there. Mother? 

Is it in our country fair, — 
Could we meet it anywhere? 

'Long the wayside is it hedged? 

Could it be 'mid tall grass pledged? 
There, is it there. Mother? 



Is it in our village bound. 

Where the people seem all crowned. 

Wreathed in splendor as they go, 

Making such a gaudy show? 
There, is it there, Mother? 



Where Shall I Find Peace ? 105 



Is it in some distant land? 

Is it found on Afric's sand? 
On some island in the sea, 
Lovely, beauteous, and free? 

There, is it there, Mother? 

Is it in some region cold? 

Is it where there's sands of gold? 
Anywhere among mankind 
Such a thing as peace to find? 

Where, anywhere. Mother? 



THE MOTHER'S REPLY. 

It is not in the cottage, 
Nor in the mansion fair; 

No, not along the wayside, 
Nor hedges anywhere. 

It is not in our cities. 

Not in our country found; 
14 



■"i 









106 TJve Mother^s Reply. 



It is not in our valleys, 
Kor anywhere aronnd. 

It is not on the islands, 
Nor far on Afric's sand; 

Not in this snnny climate, 
Nor in a distant land. 



'Tis far beyond these dwellings, 
Beyond this earthly store, 

In that upper hame of glory, 
Where midnight is no more. 



*Tis there, my darling daughter, 
Along those streamlets bright, 

The boon of peace is perfect 
As the sparkling orbs of night. 

There, fixed on yonder highland, 
A pledge of sacred trust, 

A pledge of peace, my darling. 
From the Holy One and Just. 



SEED-TIME. 



Yb children fair and lovely, 
Whose hours go lightly by, 
With the glowing beams of morning 

Your path to over-sky; 
Bear ye in sweet remembrance, 
• While far from care and strife, 
With the heart yet young and tender, 
'Tis the seed-time of your life. 



Ye gay and joyous-hearted 

With sunshine on your brow, 
And the dew of youth distilling 

In crystal clearness now. 
You should ever well remember. 

While free from care and strife. 
While the heart is young and tender, 

'Tis the seed-time of your life. 
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When the bloom of youth is opening 

Most exquisitely fair^ 
And the starry eyes are strangers 

To the world's bewitching snare. 
Oh 1 bear in sweet remembrance, 

While unworn with care and strife^ 
The heart is young and tender, 

*Tis the seed-time of your life* 



And when the reaper's whetting 

m 

His sickle quick and fast. 
The wheat within to gather 

And the tares without to cast, 
May your golden sheaves be many^ 

Though grown 'mid toil and strife. 
From the planting deeply rooted 

In the spring-time of your life,. 
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MY VALUED FRIEND. 



My friend, Fm thinking of you now, 
And wonder where are you; 

In life, — upon some well-known spot 
To live, — and how you do. 



Long months have passed, and even years 

Have too, since we last met; 
But in the circling 'round of thought. 

You come to me as yet. 



I see your slender form, your dark 
Blue eye as times before. 

And best of all, that kindly look 
Of love, I longed for more. 
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Do you remember well, one morn, 

When down the lane I came, 
That burst of joy, so true? — well, now 

My heart is just the same. 

That was a happy time, — ^I deemed 

It rich, and, too, I knew 
Your heart was linked with mine the while. 

In all ^twas just and true. 

But for a cause best unexpressed. 

On earth was doomed to part, 
Still deigned to each that love-wrought claim, 

That fastens heart to heart. 

I'm glad for this, 'tis good, 'tis well, 

But would we could unite. 
As used to do in by-gone days 

When all was free and right. 

Cannot! It is a solemn thought^ 

To think so it must be; 
To Only, o'er the long-linked chain 

Of miles, speak words for thee. 
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And^ too^ I see^ upon that once 

Pair brow are marks of care. 
Drawn by the hand of time, such as 

Are here and everywhere. 

Fain would I lend a gentle hand. 

And give one soothing touch; 
One sympathetic smile to cheer 

Your lone heart, or some such. 

But th' dividing space affords, save 

An imaginary view. 
Coupled with reminiscences 

Of the past, pure and true. 

Fve thought and yearned for you, my friend, 

*Till the last gleam of day; 
Now leave you to the remembrance, 

Of Him who loves alway. 



MY NATIVE STATE. 



The morning sun I see arise 

Kesplendent in the eastern skies; 

And in its lights as fine and fair 

The flow' rets bloom, as anywhere. 

The trees put forth their clustering leaves, 

The harvests yield as goodly sheaves; 

The running vines their 'bundance bear 

Of fruit as choice, as rich and rare; 

But though the fruit, the flowers, and sheaves. 

The morning light and clustering leaves. 

With all I try to love of late, 

Still, best I love my Native State. 



Here, too, each little liquid brook 
Buns pure and clear at every nook, 
And, by the rippling waters' flow. 
The prickly shrub and wild flowers grow, 
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And music breaks the silent spell 
O'er many a hill and fertile dell, 
Borne fresh upon the fragrant air. 
The same sweet melody as there; 
But though the fragrant scented air, 
And brooks as pure as anywhere, 
And all Fve tried to love of late, 
Much best I love my Native State. 

I find the poor with little store. 

Still toiling on for little moi'e. 

And by the very same free light 

The joyous, with their means and might. 

Make discount on the hourly space. 

Where should be more assuming grace. 

So, verily, the thing be true. 

That some rich ones are poor rich, too. 

But though the ones with means abound. 

The poor found everywhere around. 

And all I try to love of late. 

Still, best I love my Native State. 

Most certainly there are some such 
I love and care for very much; 



\ 

I 



114 J^y J^ative State. 



Whose pleasant smiles and pleasing air 
Would quell the dark hour of despair, 
I feel to think and judge them true^ 
And prove it by the acts they do. 
So^ as the vine to twigs entwine^ 
Their loving hearts are linked with mine^ 
But though this love^ these acts^ this air^ 
And smiles to cheer me everywhere, 
With all I try to love of late, 
Much best I love my Native State. 

Home of my childhood and my youth. 
Where I was led in paths of truth, 
Where duty bade my heart comply. 
And pass the earth-born follies by; 
Deep, deeper still my soul awakes. 
And to the shad'wy vale it breaks. 
Where lies a precious treasure hid 
Down underneath the surface lid. 
So dear to me that distant spot, 
Fm sure 'twill never be forgot; 
And oft it seems my heart would break, 
Still yearning for my Native State. 



LITTLE TUDIE. 



Little Tudib, how we love her! 

Precious little one is she ; 

Beauty on her brow is beaming 

With a glow of ecstasy. 

Happiness is brooding round her^ 

Bound the little tottering one; 

Hearts ne'er spoken half their pleasure, 

Seeming only just begun. 

Yes, we love her. See her going, — 

Up and down her little feet; 

Prattling, cooing, stumbling, falling, 

Over all she haps to meet. 

Then the mother, careful, tends her. 

Calls her "precious little chick,'* 

Wipes away the tear that's gathered, — 

Wonders if her babe is sick. 
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Hushed and soothed, all anguish over. 
Once again renews her pace. 
Playfulness so plainly pictured 
In her little roguish face. 
Always welcome, — father takes her, 
Gives a kindly, willing kiss; 
With a heart of rapture glowing. 
Thinks he knows a world of bliss. 
What a treasure in the household. 
What aspiring joys impart, 
What a soft, momentous feeling. 
Binding past from heart to heart. 
' Sure there is no sort of pleasure 
Half as exquisite as this. 
Half as lovely in its beauty, — 
Lovely as our Tudie is. 
*'I ask no more in joy or pride, 
Than ever be my baby's guide.** 



\ 



A DREAM. 



I DBEAHED One night of a starry west^ 
And close to my view the vision pressed; 
The stars, that seemed at first but few, 
As I longer gazed, in their number grew. 

And soon arose such a halo there, 
A beautiful bow, so bright and fair. 
Some stars within, and some without. 
That I looked with wonder the world about. 



\. 



And the stars had a swiftly brightening glow 
'Till it seemed a flood over all below; 
For their rays spread far, like the rays of the sun^ 
And I conned their glories one by one. 

Then assurance came that those orbs were mine ; 
It gladdened my heart like a thing divine; 
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A Dream. 



And my soul was full, and my pulse beat high. 
As I stood alon'e 'neatH a cloudless sky. 

The. bow was that of a golden hue, — 
It had neither crimson, purple, nor blue; 
So unlike the beauteous one in the cloud, 
I watched and wondered, nor spake aloud. 

The sight was a joyous one to see. 

And I yearned to know if its sign might be 

Of some long-waited better day 

To dawn on me with its golden ray. 

And then from my beautiful dream I woke ; 
Too soon I saw that the spell had broke; 
We had nothing left, my soul and I, 
Of the vision that sped like a meteor by. 



But even now, as I sit and write. 
And think of the beautiful dream that night, 
My soul with the happy hope is blessed 
That my sun will set in a golden west. 



\ 



THE LONELY SISTER. 



The day has seemed long, and how can I stay^ 
Or sit alone longer, and have you away? 
And will you not come, my sweet sisters, to me? 
I am 'constantly wishing, am watching for thee. 

To the garden so green have I oft looked away, 
And list to the singing birds, merry and gay; 
But no flowers so fair, nor a song was so sweet 
As to spoil me from longing my sisters to meet. 

My feelings are sad, but I cannot refrain, 
The tears that are flowing are flowing in vain, 
For I know very well I am not yet to see; 
Each prospect is blasted, is darkened to me. 

Ohl why do you tarry and leave me to roam, 
Or sorrow and pine ^mid the pleasures of home? 



\ 
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1$0 The Lonely Sister. 

Ab if yon could ne'er more enjoy a review 
I the scenes of yoor childhood, where love sparkled 
true. 

lie rain-drops are falling, have laden the grass; 
hear them now tapping so liaivl 'gainst the glass, 
seems they were tapping, were talking to me. 
'wonld I could hear but a tapping from thee. 

y spirit would triumph o'er sorrow thaf a past^ 
ad leave it to linger and pine in the blast, 
hilst the beauties of gladfuluess burst over me^ 
then would be happy, sweet sisters, with thee. 

it alas! I am here, like some poor, lonely guest, 
Qd the sun it has sunk in the far distant west; 
have watched the dark shade as the night has 

drawn near: 
i! come, my sweet sisters, I would welcome yoa 
here. 



THE YOUNG BRIDE. 



"My hope, my heaven, my trust must be, 
My gentle guide, in following thee." 



Hebe^ on thy arm, sweet love, I lean, 

And, like a garland fair. 
Is woven my own dear soul to thee. 

In the light of summer air. 

Yes, I can fashion those glossy locks: 

And ever by thy smile 
May know the fullness of thy vast soul 

Will never me beguile. 

Fm sure I can trust in thee, my love. 
And make thy heart my throne; 

For, since by the light of thy pure eye. 
My every care has flown. 
16 
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I can follow thee o'er the sea of life, 

Whatever the tide may be; 
And if the billowy waves run high, 

I am ever still with thee. 

I know I can shelter beside thee, love. 

Where'er on earth thou art, 
And feel forevermore 't will be 

The dear home of my heart. 

For-, ever since my eye beheld, 

I chose thee for my guide; 
And now on thy arm, sweet love, I lean, 

Thy own meek, cherished bride. 

What further hope or heaven need be? 

Since, like a garland fair. 
Is woven my own dear soul to thee, 

In the light of summer air. 



\ 
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THE LITTLE ONES. 



Happy children, all at play, 
Cheerful as the summer day; 
Eound aud round the parlor floor, 
Playing *^peep'' at every door; 
Eosy hue upon the cheek; 
Bright eyes, looking soft and meek; 
Health and beauty on each brow; 
Joyous in their pleasures now. 

Well it interests my heart! 

Not that I would play their part, — 

Only that I wish, I say, 

I was innocent as they. 

See them go the circle 'round. 
With a merry shout and bound; 
Silken tresses rise and fall. 
Covering forehead, — nearly all; 



1Z4- The Little Ones. 

Underneath, a sunny smile. 
Fair and beaateons ths while. 
Gladly spend the hours at play, 
Little ones, in childhood's day. 

And it interests my heart ! 

Not that I would play their part,- 

Only that I wiah, I aay, 

I was innocent as they. 

Scores of happy visions spread. 
To their hearts and minds aro wed; 
Soaring in their airy flight ■ 
Far beyond the reach of sight. 
Yet, ah 1 yet they careless tread, 
Heeding not the moments fled; 
Onward in their sportive glee, 
Oaily, weariless, and free. 

How it interests my heart! 

Not that I would play their part,- 

Onlj that I wish, I say, 

I was innocent as they. 






MY THANKS. 



The guide who o'er so many miles 
And cragged hills, and rugged piles, 
Has safely kept me through these wilds, 

I thank. 



The bowed and feeble gray-haired man 
Of tottering step and 'wilderin^^ plan, 
Who cheers and aids as best he can, 

I thank. 



Her, who has felt life's keenest thorn. 
Has long a crown of sorrow worn. 
Yet soothes a spirit wrecked by scorn, 

I thank. 



I 
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Her, who in costly robes can shine, 
But still a listening ear incline, 
And yield a sympathy divine, 

I thank» 

Her, who with youth's bewitching wile 
Has buoyed my sinking heart the while, 
And blessed me with a cheerful smile, 

I thank. - 

Those who have proved to love me best, 
Who chose me for their favorite guest, 
And 'gainst my cheek their soft lips pressed, 

I thank. 

Those who have chased the cloud away. 
Who bade my weary footsteps stay 
Apart from sultry Summer's ray, 

I thank. 

Such as have done, or here or there, 
A parent's part in love and care. 
And breathed for me one fervent prayer, 

I thank. 



NIAGARA FALLS, 



So hurriedly, hastily, onward you go, 

You heed not the howlings of wild winds or snow; 

No rest on thy bosom, no bark on thy sea, 

And one thy continuance through all ages shall be. 



Thou wert formed by Jehovah's most powerful 

hand ; 
He marked out the valley and piled up the land; 
He filled in the water, a notable fact. 
And established the flow of the great cataract. 



Thou wert there ere a tree or a shrub ever grew. 
Ere the hawk, or the owl, or the turtle-dove flew; 
When the base of creation's foundation was laid, 
Thy hard, rock-bound coast was effectually staid. 
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Thence onward thy course, with a measureless flow. 
The foam keeping pace with the rapids below; 
And the spray from thy breast, like the dew on 

the hill, 
O'er the moss-covered rocks has been ever distilled. 

The eye of the red man once gazed with delight. 
As he stalked through the wood to thy borders so 

bright. 
From the hut or the wigwam, so proudly and bold. 
To spy out thy sportings which ages have told. 

Long years bring their changes at home and abroad ; 
The wild lands are tilled where the red man once 

trod. 
The haunt, with the hut, and the fierce beasts of 

prey. 
Alike, with the red man, have all passed away. 

Yet bold is thy current, and onward to bear; 
Ko spell has assuaged through the long ages there ; 
iN'o change has arrested the wave curling free. 
And one thy continuance through all ages shall be* 






MY OLD BOX. 



My dear old box, my treastire box, Trbere thii 

both new and old 
Are laid therein more csrefnlly than glittering pea 

and gold; 
And better far, to me, than they, for heart and m 

are there, 
And, like the buoyancy of yooth, it haunts : 

everywhere. 



It is the same, the very same, — I bad it long aj 
And there, between those dingy sides, each lit 

scrip I stow; 
When now and then it seems to give, — ^I (dm 

think it wrong, — 
Pshaw] I take my needle bold and stitch the c 

ners strong. 









ISO. My Old Box. 



There is no wreath, no golden leaves, nor flowery 

sculptured mold. 
In fact there's naught about the box that's worth 

one grain of gold; 
Old, homely, dirty, crooked, and scratched, — to say 

I love it well. 
Seems like some wild, romantic tale that modern 

sages tell. 



The thought of how it looks, and is, is just a» 

good to me 
As anything that man could make, or even wish 

to see, 
I'll ask no better. No? Now, pray, what better 

can remain? 
For there is not a single thought that I at all 

disdain. 



Yes, blessed, dear old treasure box, the bottom part 

of twain; 
And when I take it in my hand, I seldom t^-ke in 

vain. 
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As if from some new fount of hope, where lasting 

comforts flow. 
My weary, care-worn soul is filled with ecstasy 

below. 



Now, who can sympathize with me in all that I 

have said? 
In truth, I do confirm the fact that heart and box 

are wed. 
From youth to happy maidenhood, and e'en as age 

comes ^loDg, 
It's been my love, my joy, my trust, my center^ 
and my song. 



And while I tread the path of life, bestrewed with 
toil and care. 

The much that's good, the much that's ill, both I 
expect to share; 

But thou, like some kind, guardian friend, whose 
faithful care doth keep. 

Still treasureth up both new and old ; why, there- 
fore, do I weep? 
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FAREWELL. 



^ There are those upon whose ear the harsh word 
Farewell never breaks." 



Beneath, heavens, thy starry throne. 

On some lair inland plain, 
Where oft is heard the joyous bird. 

And love lights not in vain; 
Where scepters of a golden hue 

Are borne with stately pride. 
Where man rejoices with himself, 

His bonny and his bride; 
Think ye that there the farewell word 

Breaks not upon the ear? 
The whistling winds from woodland groves. 

Answer: Here, — ^it is here. 



Farewell. 1S3 



Is there no province in the east, 

No parish far away, 
Where friendship, love, and happiness 

Bear one fraternal sway? 
Where kindness, truth, and grace are borne' 

As on an eagle's wing. 
And plant within the human heart 

The offering that they bring? 
Think ye that there the farewell word 

Could break upon the ear? 
List, and a sound from the low brooks would 

Answer: Here, — it is here. 



Gould it be in that temperate zone 

Where, we've so oft been told. 
That brooks and running rivers have 

Those precious sands of gold? 
That the glittering ore lies buried deep, 

'Neath flowing tide the price. 
Beside which many a miner's built 

His fire of sacrifice? 



l^i . Farewell. 



.Think ye that there the farewell word 

Ne'er breaks upon the ear? 
List, and an echo from a thousand hills 

Answers: Here, — it is here. 



It cannot be within our State, 

Where rude default is found, 
Where bravely tread our gallant troops 

Upon the blood-washed ground; 
Or where the gray-haired sires sit 

Beneath their weight of pain, 
Bemoaning that their loved and lost 

Can ne'er come back again. 
Think ye that here the farewell word 

Breaks not upon the ear? 
List, for a voice like thunder from each State 

Answers: Here, — it is here. 



It must be, then, beyond this world, 
Where joy's a fleeting boon, 

In that delightful hemisphere 
Of unbeclouded noon 



Farewell. 
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Where happy spirits dwell with God, 

And things celestial seen, 
Where waves the tree, the tree of life, 

Of life, in living green. 
Think ye that there the farewll word 

Breaks not npon the ear? 
Truly, a whisper from the uplifted clouds 

Answers: Here, — never here. 
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